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were still in Asia, and many a weary mile from Old
England!

The line from Tiumen to Ekaterinburg has only
been   built   two  years, and belongs to   a private
company.    The  cars  are all open to each other,
on the American principle, the second class being
every bit as good as the first class on the Midland
or   Great Northern   Railway in England, and the
fares absurdly low.     The   stations are  of stone,
that  at   Tiumen being built   in   the  centre of a
large   and  beautifully  kept garden.   It reminded
one of a railway station in a German Spa, so neat
and   beautifully kept  were  the gravel-paths and
flower-beds, the fountains and iron seats under the
lime trees.   As for the refreshment-room, it was
equal to any in Prance, and far better than any I
have ever seen in England.   Marble floors, tables
spread with snowy cloths and glittering with plate
and china, neat, white-aproned waiters, and a-pretty
barmaid presiding over the huge sideboard, with its
tempting array of caviare, pickled salmon, pates de
foie gras,  and forests of champagne and liqueur
bottles, was  a strange  scene for   Asia.   It   was
certainly one of the most agreeable disappointments
of our voyage, and after a capital dinner a la carte,
washed down by an excellent bottle of Medoc, coffee,
and kummell, we came to the conclusion that, how-
ever behindhand they may be in other matters, the
Russians certainly do understand the art of railway
travelling.    The train was not leaving till 9 p.m.,
which gave us time for a stroll round the town.
Cab fares in these parts  are not ruinous.   The
distance from the railway-station to the town (about